^The mojt' Lament able Tragtdie 

It*. How cameft thou hither, tell me, and wherefore? 
The Orchard walls are high and hard to climbe. 

And the place death, confidcring who thou art 
Ifany of my kinfmen find thee here. 

‘R?. With loues light yvings did I ore-perch thefe walls 
For flony Iimicscannot hold loue out. 

And what loue can doe, that dares loue attempt: 
Therefore thy kinfmen a rc no flop to me. 

la. If they doe fee thee, they will murther thee. 

Ro. Alacke there lies more perill in thir.c eye. 

Then twenty of their fwords , looke thou but fweete. 
And I am proofe agaipft their enmity, 

la. I would not for the world they faw thee here. 

Rom. I haue nights eloake to hide me from their eyes 
And but thou loue me, let them find me here. 

My life were better ended by their hate. 

Then death proroged wanting of thy loue. 

Jolt. By whofe direftion found ft thou out this place? 
Ro. By loue that firft did promp me to enquire. 

He lent me counfell, and I lent him eyes: 

I am no Pylot, yet wert thou as farre 
Asthatvaft fhore wafht with the fartheft fea, 

I fhould aduenture for luch marchandife 

tali. Thou knoweft the maske of night is on my face, 
Elfe would a maiden blufb bepaintmy cheeke. 

For that which thou haft heard me fpeake to night, 

Faine would I dwell on forme, faine,faine,dcnie 
What I haue fpoke , but farewell complement. 

Doeft thou loue me? I know thou wilt fay I: 

And I will take thy word, yet ifthou fwearft. 

Thou maieft proue falfe ;at louers penuries 
They fay lout laughs, oh gentle Romeo, * 

Ifthou doft loue, pronounce it faithfully: 

Or if thou thinkeft I am too quickly wonne, 
lie frovvne and be peruerfe, and fay thee nay, 

So thou wilt wooe, but elfe not for the world. 

In truth faire Mottntagne I ana too food: 
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And therefore thou maieft thinke my behauiour light, 
gut truft me Gentleman, lie proue more true. 

Then thofe that haue more coyiag to be flrange, 

I fhould haue beene more fteange, I muft confeffe. 

But that thou ouer hcardft ere I was ware 
My true loue paflion, therefore pardon me. 

And not impute this yeelding to light loue. 

Which the darke night hath fo difeouered. 

Rem. Lady, by yonder blefted Moone I Vow, 

That tips with filuer all thefc fruite tree tops. 

la. O fweare not by the Moone th’inconftant Moone, 
That monthly changes in her circled orbe, 

Leaft that thy loue proue likewife variable. 

%om. What ftiall I fweare by? 

Inti. Doe not fweare at all: 

Or if thou wilt, fweare by thy gratious felfe. 

Which is the God of my Idolatry, 

And lie beleeue thee. 

If my hearts deare loue. 

la. Well doe not fweare, although I ioy in thee: 

I haue no ioy of thi s contract to night. 

It is too rafh, too vnaduifde,too fudden. 

Too like the lightning which doth ceafe to bee, 

Ere, one can fay, it lightens, fweet good night: 

This bud ofloue by Summers ripening breath. 

May proue a beautious flower when next wee meete. 
Goodnight, goodsight , as fweete repofe and reft. 

Come to thy heart, as that within my breft. 

Ro. O wilt thou leaue me fo vnfatisfied? 
la. What fatisfa&ion canft thou haue to night? 

Ro. Th’exchange of thy loues faithfull vow for mine. 

la. I gaue thee mine before thou didftrequeft it: 

And yet I would it were to giuc againe. 

Ro. Wouldft thou withdraw it, for what purpofe loue? 
la. But to be fianke and giue it thee againe, 

And yet I wifh but for the thing I haue. 

My bounty is as boundleffe as the fea, 
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